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Make me feel safe as | struggle against you. 

Hold me as | push you away. 

Know that | care, though | never scream your name. 

| want you in control, but don't ask me to be submissive 
| run away, please never let me go. 


| hurt you, but don't leave me....... 


But you did. Just like everyone else leaves me. Am | that horrible? Am | so undeserving of love? Of your love? 
You broke my heart, if | even have a heart. Whatever threads of humanity left in me are gone now, can | 
thank you for this? 

When you'd whisper in my ear, hot breath against my cold skin. Tell me we'd never be apart, tell me you were 
mine forever, and | believed you. Believed you like the sap that | am because | wanted it to be true, | fuckin’ 
needed it to be true. 

But was it really? 

Maybe your other lover was stronger. The other love of yours, that could be found everywhere you went, 
you even brought her in my room, in my bed. The other lover, Jack Daniels, who like me you said you couldn't 


live without. And | let you, | didn't want it to be her that was talking to me, | wanted it to be you. 


lt wasn't suppose to be the drunken ramblings of my lead guitarist. It wasn't suppose to be some alcohol 


stupor you were in. It was suppose to be real. 
It was real to me. 


I+ was all | had. 


| curse your name, | don't mean it. 
| don't want to stay, you have to make me. 


| destroy everything in my path, | need you to pick up the pieces... 


Now here | am. Alone, licking my wounds, some self afflicting others of your nature. I'm alone but not lonely. | 
have friends, but its not the same, they're not you. I'm passed that, passed any point of concern, any feelings. 
Just empty, with my pride as my only companion. It's my crutch but also my disease. 


It all replays back, all the times together. Every night it keeps me awake. | didn't know what | want and | still 


don't know now. | never will | guess. 


| never told you, did |? Whenever you'd whisper it, scream it, beg for me to say the same | never did. Couldn't. 


Wouldn't. You'd say it before and after each concert, in the heat of passion, and in the middle of the night. 


Resting comfortably against my chest, my fingers locked in your dark curls, while you held me tight. But | 
never answered. I'd laugh. Fuckin’ Laugh! | wasn't mocking you, | just didn't know what to say. | was 
uncomfortable with us, with me, with everything. 

| would say it now. 


You're just not around to hear it. 


You're the only person to understand me. Maybe you still do. 
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| don't care anymore. 
I'm free, free and happy. 


No more fights. | don't have to hear you scream at me. You would always catch even my smallest mistakes on 
stage and in every other part of my life. Your voice turning deep and silky, getting under my skin, getting so 


close to me, anger lighting up your eyes. You were just as desirable. 


No more jealousy. We would bury ourselves in women, cover up the misshapen relationship we had. | told 
myself it was nothing, that we meant nothing. But every time | would see your hand up a shirt, or see you 


kissing some mindless groupie, | could feel it rising up. | wanted you, no one else was suppose to have you. 


No more anxiety. Waiting for hours for you to show up. Sometimes you did, sometimes you didn't. | would wait 


in my room for you, anxious, worried. Just like the shows, | never knew when I'd get cancelled. 

None of your ‘emotional baggage’. It was hard, very hard. You're so difficult to deal with. Damaged, a tainted 
child in the body of a man. You're a diamond with sharp edges, a tiger, so beautiful yet utterly dangerous. 
Being with you is like playing with fire, | always knew someday l'd get burned. 

You'd crawl into bed with me in the middle of the night, holding close to me, your delicate body covered in 
sweat and shivering. Scared, but you would never admit it. Something frightened you. Was it me? Your past? 
Or was it you? I'd never say anything during those nights. I'd put your head on my chest, rub your back, listen 
till at last your breathing was even and you were asleep. 


But it's over now. Been over for a very long time. 


| have a wife now. | have kids. | have a normal family, something | could never have with you. lim contented. 


Can you say the same? 
You and | were never meant to last. 


It never was anything to you, was it? | was just some release, something you wanted to keep hidden. 


Our relationship was a crime and in your mind you were always the victim. 


You didn't love me. You never said it, at least never out loud. But when | was the only thing you had to cling 


to, when | was the reason you weren't over the edge, you never had to say it. 
| knew. 

It drives you mad doesn't it? 

But | can't think of you anymore. You're in the past 

Its over...it has to be. | need it to be. 

But you haunt me, in every dream, every waking hour. 


| can never go back. 


But fuck it, | still want to. 


